The police detachment setting out on the evening raid is at the Salt Square town house of the Countess Szirmay. That afternoon there had been a break-in and a theft of silverware. The report was made by a certain Hlavnyai, the superintendent. The Doctor inspects the premises in person, accompanied by two policemen. He finds contradictory clues: the entry was effected by means of a skeleton key and a crowbar, efficient work that appears to be that of professionals. But in the apartment itself he finds an amateurish mess, superfluous damage and upheaval. The countess had traveled to Karlsbad for the season and had had the Salt Square apartment temporarily closed up. Make note of everything and obtain all the information on the staff. He makes sure that the men left behind thoroughly search the premises and secure any clues if possible in natura and deliver these to headquarters. He himself gees on with the raid squad: he has a long night ahead. 


Right at the outset, passing along the Tollhouse, Museum, Charles and Váci boulevards he is forced to cite seventeen individuals for begging on the open street. On the sidewalk at Rottenbiller Street he dictates his report to his assistant Marton commenting for the seventh time, that since its completion and opening, this street has become an unsuitable site for the Homeless Shelter. 


On this weekday night his objective is the inspection of the city's slum apartments that are overcrowded in violation of the letter of the law. He begins at the outer Leopoldstadt district as a wind arises from the direction of the Danube. 
I stop to stare down at the steps of the quay, where iron-banded girders lie about, above the barges fastened below. Their ends are carved sharp, making them seem like a handful of pencils flung down there awaiting the fumbling fingers of titanic school children to be chewed by shovel-sized giant milk teeth at the school for behemoths. I see warehouses with long tiled roofs. Under the great gray tarpaulins covering them, magic shapes are outlined by stacks of crates, barrels, staves, door and window frames. This riverside stretch serves as storage shed, food pantry, attic and cellar for the city that has grown into a giant with a population of half a million. 
Suddenly a few drops of rain begin to fall, and stop just as abruptly. 


Sailors in striped jerseys. One of the barges carries a sign advertising a book and stationery store. The raw strands of huge coils of rope. The smell of distant ports, hawsers, chains and knots - I hear a brief snatch from Turkish flutes and tambourines. In the meantime, while I was submerged in my brown study, my prey had almost slipped away. 

I run in the direction I last saw them, by Parliament Square 
toward Váci Boulevard. Here I find empty lots and crumbling wood fences. These are the single-storey buildings of old Pest, where my own low-slung lodgings are to be found with the red mailbox, wooden gate and tavern sign. I follow them behind the new House of Parliament.
The wind arises again. On the corner of Sailor Street the Berlitz School of Languages advertizes instruction in French, Russian and German. Young trees raise their heads, each in its own iron cage along the rails of the horse-drawn tram: these new trees, new streets, new buildings are awaiting the inhabitants of tomorrow's city - such as Imola. and you. It is getting dark. The man stops at the horse tram station. But Bubbles shakes her head, so they continue on foot.
Evening is falling. The police raid squad goes from tenement to tenement: the dens of Transylvania Street, the remnants of the old Saxon Houses on Bem Street. The realm of a slum landlord behind the Wool Scouring Works. It is impossible to nail each moneybag at the same time, thinks the depressed Doctor; we could not cover that much ground in one night. In two single-storey houses he finds eighty-two wretched apartment units. The landlord charges nine kroner for each little hole, and his miserable tenant can raise this amount only by taking in night lodgers, making the tenement's population grow in a geometric progression, like the price of a diamond of the first water. And the landlord had even set up sheds under the eaves and rented those. The Doctor marches on, relentlessly. 


In the vicinity of the Western Railroad Terminal I suddenly surmise where they must be heading, with the woman trailing them. Across the river there is an undisturbed view of Buda, where a single castle crowns the hill with its many wings. The entrance of the Dairy Farmers' Association is covered by a drawn, corrugated iron shutter. They stroll on along the northern side of Leopold Boulevard. The girl does not have a notion of what is going on at her back. 

I don't even turn my head as I walk past the street into which they had slipped. I must stay far behind so that the woman does not see me; my sixth sense whispers to me that this might be very important some day. (Little do I know that it will be this very night.)

As far as the eye can see, factories, steam mills, breweries and granaries rise on both sides of the still unfinished Grand Boulevard, and beyond, in the back streets, the dark stumps of factory smokestacks loom black in the evening; the part of the city is still undecided in the heat of construction whether it will become an industrial district or a genteel residential quarter. 
I cannot follow them to the gate of the apartment building. Possibly this is the moment when our carefully prepared masterwork is being broken in pieces. Good God, I say to myself, what is this going to lead to? The truth is, of course, that it is not very difficult to predict what will happen. 
My feet carry me on, down toward the lower quays, among the rows of tent awnings of the warehouse depots. Long planks lead out of open barges, and the unloading goes on nonstop in the evening. On the roadway a large cart is waiting, and men wearing leather aprons are loading it with huge plates of glass in wooden frames, moving with extreme care. Down below, the deck of the barge supports pyramids of basalt, wood, copper, glass and bricks. 


This segment of the quays is the entrance gate to the city, which admits bit by bit the parts that will go into the construction of its boulevards and radial roads, apartment buildings and stockyards, prisons, factories, streetcar sheds, pensiones, theaters, music halls and grand hotels. 
Like a line of ants, day laborers are approaching with wheelbarrows laden with bricks. The end of the line is balancing on the plank above the water. Their shirts and trousers are white, their heads are dark, inverted exclamation points in the settling darkness. Their faces carry the load of their fatigue, as they trudge upward through a layer of light mud that has been dragged by wagon wheels and human feet from the waterside up to the road. Crisscrossing the regular latticework of the cobblestones is a labyrinthine pattern inscribed by random wheel tracks. Among the hundreds of millions of bricks piled up in pyramids, a maze of paths leads in all directions, and planks reach from one pile to another. Between these miniature streets arc squares, an occasional sentry box, then another district of a myriad passageways, the piles reaching over my head, cutting off my view. 


I have to scrape the whitish mud from my shoes laboriously, as I head back toward the paved civilization of Leopold Boulevard. I whistle as I muse on my way back to my lodgings, where I metamorphose into a gentleman in evening wear, from my upturned collar down to my patent leather shoes. Tonight I must be at the Kitty; this is my most important task. 


It has turned completely dark. Cool winds blow from the direction of the river. The three weeks of African weather in Budapest are coming to an end. 

By now the police raid squad has reached the temporary lodgings rigged up on Cemetery Road. Here the Doctor's brow darkens once more. He sees row upon row of tiny cabins, each accommodating a dozen human beings. By nightfall, when they are all at home, one can see that in some instances it is three people to a bed. There are tears in the Special Investigator's eyes, produced by the acrid fumes and smoke exhaled by so many human bodies. And this is the summertime, when life is supposed to be relatively easier here. 
To close the circle, the landlord here is the city itself, the very recipient of the policeman's reports. In the morning Dajka will file his notification about each and every overcrowded slum. Thank God, it is not his responsibility to see to the evictions. 


"If only they could all fit into my living room." 
In a smelly cellar two adolescents await him under guard. They were found to be in possession of a gardener's knife, supposedly only for self-defense. The usual story: two ragtag outfits, two identical beatup hats pulled down over the eyes, two identical pug noses. Village lads, the inhabitants of the city of tomorrow. Soon after their arrival their money ran out. Then came the room rented by the week, followed by lodgings by the night. These two have descended all the gradations and have been thrown out into the street. They have not committed any crime. But they have to be hauled in for vagrancy. He is well acquainted with this type, which will turn to crime eventually. In the workhouse they will be educated by the real criminals. 

From here and there the constables have collected fourteen street urchins, and have locked them in the paddy wagon. If Dajka had his way, he would open the barred door of the horse-drawn wagon and let them all go free. But he sends them off to detention. He sighs deeply: at last the raid can proceed toward the inner districts of the city. For a change of air, he craves the district of the night dives, where he will not have to deal with crowded slums, and will face only murderers, robbers and whores.
